RALPH    RASHLEIGH
curs. The dogs were followed by a group of bare-legged
urchins carrying bark torches, who came racing towards the
cart with loud cries of welcome, several of them clambering
on to the cart for the fun of a ride over the last few yards.
As the bullock stopped at the door of a large, rambling hut,
Rashleigh made out through the open door several half-
savage looking creatures moving about in the light of the
fire. He handed the precious keg to Biddy when she had
descended from the cart, and loaded her arms with the more
valued articles in her load, while the youngsters seized upon
the rest and carried them within doors. Vociferous welcome
greeted the old woman, followed by questions as to how she
had fared at the marketing.
'Why, thin, acushla,' answered the old lady, Tm a'most
bate and sore wore out wid traivelling; but it's shure no odds
now I'm safe home agin wanst more. I sold the corn raking3
and I've brought you lashings of tobaccy, and sugar, and a
drop of the craythur. But, by the Jakus, it's forgetting I
am! Here's two poor travellers, childer, that I fell in wid on
the road, and they'll be stopping wid us the night.'
*Cead mille falteagh!' (Welcome, kindly welcome) came
in a chorus from the friendly wild folk. 'Draw forrad to the
fire,' invited one. 'Supper's been ready this hour, Granny,
and awaiting you/
*Well then, alannah, and I'm ready for it. But where's
my ould man?' she asked.
'It was tired he got, and went to bed an hour ago/
'Poor ould soul,' said Biddy affectionately, 'then I'll take
him a drop of the craythur. He'll not mind being wakened
for that/
While she was attending on her husband, the company
set out all the tin cups that could be mustered and filled each
with a strong peg of spirit.
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